BOOK III. CHAP. III.
specifying who was to lodge there. Our friend was accordingly
obliged, against his will, to travel forward to the Castle, with the
rest of the company.
In one of the side buildings, round the kitchen fire, they no-
ticed several cooks running busily about; a sight which refreshed
them not a little. Servants came jumping hastily with lights to
the staircase of the main-door; and the hearts of the worthy pil-
grims overflowed at the aspect of such honours. But how great
was their surprise, when this cordial reception changed into a
storm of curses. The servants scouted the coachmen for driving
in hither; they must wheel out again, it was bawled, and take their
loading round to the old Castle; there was no room here for such
guests! To this unfriendly and unexpected dismissal, they joined
all manner of jeering, and laughed aloud at each other for leaping
out in the rain on so false an errand. It was still pouring; no
star was visible in the sky; while our company were dragged along
a rough jolting road, between two walls, into the old mansion,
which stood behind, inhabited by none since the present Count's
father had built the new residence in front of it. The carriages
drew up, partly in the court-yard, partly in a long arched gateway;
and the postillions, people hired from the village, unyoked their
horses and rode off.
As nobody came forward to receive the travellers, they alighted
from their places, they shouted, and searched. In vain! All con-
tinued dark and still. The wind swept through the lofty gate ;
the court and the old towers were lying-gray and dreary, and so
dim that their forms could scarcely be distinguished in the gloom.
The people were all shuddering and freezing; the women were
becoming frightened; the children began to cry; the general im-
patience was increasing every minute; so quick a revolution of for-
tune, for which no one of them had been at all prepared, entirely
destroyed their equanimity.
Expecting every minute that some person would appear and
unbolt the doors ; mistaking at one time the pattering of rain, at
another the rocking of the wind, for the much-desired footstep of
the Castle Bailiff, they continued downcast and inactive; it oc-
curred to none of them to go into the new mansion, and there
solicit help from charitable souls. They could not understand
where their friend the Baron was lingering; they were in the most
disconsolate condition.
At last some people actually arrived: by their voices, they
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